163

the worthiest and most accomplished gentle-
men, not only of this country, but, I will dare
to say it, of this age. The following are just
the first crude thoughts " unhousel'd, una-
nointed, unanneal'd."

Pity the tuneful muses' helpless train ;

Weak, timid landsmen on life's stormy main :

The world were blest, did bliss on them depend ;

Ah, that " the friendly e'er should want a friend!"

The little fate bestows they share as soon;

Unlike sage, proverb'd, wisdom's hard-wrung boon*

Let prudence number o'er each sturdy sou

Who life and wisdom at one race begun;

Who feel by reason, and who give by rule;

(Instinct's a brute, and sentiment a fool!)

Who make poor will do wait upon I should;

We own they're prudent, but who owns they're good?

Ye wise ones, hence ! ye hurt the social eye !

God's image rudely etch'd on base alloy!
But come    *    *    *    *    *    *    :X<

Here the muse left me. I am astonished at
what you tell me' of Anthony's writing me. I
never received it. Poor fellow ! you vex me
much by telling me that he is unfortunate. I
shall be in Ayrshire ten days from this date.
I have just room for an old Roman farewel!
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